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THE OLD FOX NAILED UP AT LAST. 
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SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents are protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Jull credit is given; but we cannot permit the reproduction of 





our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 


IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
The date printed on the wrapper of each paper 
denotes the time when the subscription expires. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





In the simple but ex- 
pressive slang of the profes- 
sion, we are “left”? this time. 
Our front-page cartoon of last 
week stands for a sad Should- 





' ful Is. But if the Democratic 
party, which is not, itself, quite ignorant of 
what defeat means, can stand it, we can. We 
have broken, for the first time in eight years 
and a half, our record of successful prophecy. 
The wrong man is elected—several wrong men 
are elected. ‘The political heelers and huck- 
ters are in the ascendant, as they have been 
many times before. 
% ° * 

Well? As we said last week, Well? The 
wrong side is successful. Does that make the 
wrong side right? Is the argument of numbers 
the only argument? Are Mr. Hill’s political 
methods any cleaner; are the men who work 
for him and for whom he works any more de- 
cent and honest; are his ambitions any less 
low and mean, because he has been elected 
Governor of the State of New York? Is hea 
better, a more trustworthy man than he was 
ten days ago, just because he is elected Gov- 
ernor of the State of New York ? Is the princi- 
ple which he represents anything better than a 
principle of corruption and political dishonesty, 
simply because he has been elected Governor 
of the State of New York? 


* ? * 

‘The Bourbon Democratic press is wildly glee- 
ful because, as it says, the Mugwump is dead. 
But the Mugwump is not dead, and cannot be 
dead while such questions as these must be 
asked, and while one honest and clear-headed 
man remains to answer them. You can no 
more kill the Mugwump than you can kill the 
multiplication-table. You may assert that twice 
two is five. You may boldly proclaim it as a 
principle that twice two is five. You may base 
all your calculations on the assumption that 
twice two is five. But twice two is not five, 
nor four and a half, nor four and one one-hun- 
dred-thousandth. ‘Twice two is just four, and 
sooner or later the world will have to recog- 
nize the fact. ‘The Mugwump is simply a man 
who knows the multiplication-table of politics, 
and who sees clearly that no political system 
can last which is based on a system which mul- 
tiplies two by two and makes anything but four 
out of the multiplication. If you will reflect, 








you will see that it is impossible to rid the 
world of such men. Certainly you cannot do it 
by arraying a majority of voters against the 
multiplication-table. 

* " * 

You may elect Mr. Hill, or a dozen Mr. Hills; 
but you cannot change the fact that Mr. Hill 
is not fit to be elected. That fact remains, and 
while it remains, the Mugwump will remain. 
You will find him on hand at the next election; 
you will find him on hand at the election after 


that. Defeat may paralyze vou, for you have | 


no strength but the strength of numbers; no 
aim but the base aim of material success, ‘There 
is nothing to you but the money and the power 


which you have got and to which you have no | 


right, ‘lake these things away from you, and 
you are left in a contemptible helplessness. But 
the man who is fighting unselfishly for truth’s 
sai.e has a strength and a vitality in him which 
you can never know; and defeat shall not dis- 


hearten him. 
* 


. * 

This election, we are told, isa * vindication ”’ 
of Governor Hill. ‘Then if Mahone’s party had 
triumphed last week, and Mahone’s man had 
been elected Governor, Mahone would have 
been vindicated? Is that your logic? Then 
while Mahone was in power, he was, by grace 
of the people’s vote, an honorable, honest, high- 
minded, upright statesman? And yet you, 


O sages of the Bourbon press, are rejoicing over | 


the downfall of Mahone. Have you two sets 
of logic for use in your editorial offices? Last 
year, if you will remember, you opposed the 
candidacy of a certain James G. Blaine, be- 
cause he was a tricky and dishonest politician. 
He was defeated at the polls—defeated by a 
few hundred votes in one state. These few hun- 
dred votes were cast by the Mugwumps whom 
you are to-day denouncing. If they had been 
cast on the other side, this James G. Blaine 


would have been elected. Would you then have | 
considered that you were conclusively proved | 


to be in the wrong, and that Mr. James G. 
Blaine was vo¢ a tricky and dishonest politician ? 


* 
* * 


Successful or unsuccessful, James G. Blaine, 
David B, Hill and William Mahone belong to 





one class, No popular vote can ever make them 
statesmen or patriots or even good citizens, 
They, their followers, their allies and their sym- 
pathizers are a mischievous lot, and they are 
bound to be driven out of our politics sooner 
or later. ‘Che men who do this work may call 
themselves Democrats or Republicans, or Whigs 
or ‘Tories—but they will be the very men whom 
we now call Mugwumps. 


* 
* * 


His name is Jonah Burchard Foraker. 


it is only asuggestion; but—just suppose that, 
in addition to his sentence, Ferdinand Ward, 
of Sing Sing on Hudson, had to serve out a 
day for every dollar he had stolen and failed 
to restore to his victims. He couldn’t do it, 
_ of course — the generations of Enoch, set on end, 
wouldn’t cover time enough for such a task. 
But the beauty of the scheme would be that he 
wouldwt do it—that he wouldn’t try to do it. 
That money would re-appear in some beautiful 
and mysterious way; and Mr. Ward wouldn’t 
remain in prison after the expiration of his 
regular term any longer than was necessary to 
save himself money enough to go West and 
set up in business in Judge Vincent’s district. 
Yes, we know that such an idea is almost Uto- 
| pian. But would it not save us the disgrace of 
the farce we see acted every time a wholesale 
scoundrel of the new school is sent to jail to 
| serve a few years and emerge to live comfortably 
| for the rest of his life on the stolen money that 
his family has been keeping safe for him ? 








THE Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And PICKINGS FROM PUCK did he buy with his gold. 


Woodman, spare the tree, 
Touch not a single bough; 
But read your PICKINGS FROM PUCK 
Within its sweet shad-ow. 
A thing of beauty is a joy forever, 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK ’s more beautiful than ever.* 
From Greenland’s icy mountains 
To India’s coral strand, 
You ‘Il find Puck’s festive PICKINGS 
.On every paper-stand, 
Sweet Auburn, loveliest village of the plain, 
Where PICKINGs FROM PUCK holds undisputed reign. 


* This false rhyme is made for the sake of variety. 
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PATIENT (who has just been informed her case ts critical) —* Doctor, does the hair grow afver death?” 


Docror.—** [ believe it does.” 


Parient.—*¢ Thank goodness! I shall look as well as the Smith girls, Judgement Day!” 
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HOPEFUL. 





FonD FATHER.—* You’m little, en you’m brack, en 
you ain't han’some. But, Lor’ bress yo’, chile, no more 
was I w’en I’se yore age!” 








ICHABOD. 





Among the things which the March of Civil- 
ization should leave untouched—and it would, 
if the March of Civilization had the judgement 
which it is credited with by the review writers 
and the political orators—is the old figured 
carpet that covered the parlor floor in those good 
old days when all of us were young—covered 
it as a red sunset covers the Jersey hills and 
gilds the rugged shores of that unfortunate 
country with a gold which the most ambitious 
painter has never yet had the effrontery to try 
to imitate. That is all gone now. Instead of the 
carpet we were taught to venerate and wipe our 
feet before we ventured to step upon, one finds 
rich London-made carpet, with subdued tints 
—there was nothing subdued about the carpet 


of our younger days—which matches the paper- 


on the walls. It has a quiet pattern, fashioned 
by an artist who does nothing else. It has a 
rare and fanciful design, and costs a small for- 
tune to buy. It issoft to the feet, and the sun- 
light will not dim its lustre. It is neat and pretty, 
but it lacks a certain indefinable something 
which the old-fashioned man brought up with 
the old-fashioned carpet never fails to miss. It 
has no recollections, no memories connected 
with it—this new-fashioned and esthetic carpet. 
‘The rooms of to-day are furnished with harmony. 
The colors blend, and an effect is attempted; 
but it is not the effect that was produced by 
that old-fashioned Brussels carpet that covered 
the parlor floor in the big red house on the hill, 
in the days that will never return. 

The old hair-covered sofa is gone, too—a victim 
of the ruthless hand of Progress—and the three- 
cornered what-not that stood in the corner by 
the door, with its little round knobs and its 
shelves all crowded with curiosities from foreign 
lands, for Her uncle had been a sailor in his 
young and bucksome days. Instead of these we 
have the secretaries and cabinets of antique 
patterns and quaint designs which border upon 
the grotesque, queer little grinning idols from 
Japan, vases from France and pottery from the 
ruins of Pompeii. Shelves stretch themselves 
across the walls, loaded with 471c-a-brac of vary- 
ing degrees of ugliness. ‘The ceiling is tinted, 
and brass chandeliers hang over heavily-laden, 
thickly-covered tables. The old glass chandelier, 
which glittered with its candle-lights, has dis- 
appeared, too, and fat round lamps of crackle- 
ware furnish the light of to-day. The old ma- 
hogany-framed, hair-covered rocker, warranted 
to hold two, with its hand-worked tidy, which 
never could be leaned against, is supplanted by 


——. 








the high-backed, leather-covered chair of the 
esthetic present. What rare egotism has the 
furniture of to-day! What boundless conceit! 

‘lhe Persian rug has also made its appear- 
ance, setting off the newness of its surroundings 
by its ancient and mildewed dinginess, and 
the floors are stained and polished where the 
old-fashioned figured border was wont to find 
its home: 


There is no comfort in these rooms, | 


‘The man of to-day is not at his ease amid these | 


relics of the effete East. An evening reception 
is like a visit to a dric-a-brac shop. There is 
nothing inviting about these apartments. Who- 
ever heard of a man taking off his coat and 


boots, slipping on his dressing-coat and slippers, | 
| and stretching himself out on a lounge in such 


a room and resting? It is such things as these 
that drive men to the country in the summer 
among the hills, where the grass grows green 
and the trees have room to breathe—where the 
old-fashioned parlor still has its old-fashioned 
carpet, and the hair-covered chairs rule with 
unquestioned authority. 

The old carpet in this big red house on the 
hill, though now only a memory which comes 
in the light of a bright grate-fire, and takes its 
form in the blue smoke that curls up from the 
bowl of your pipe, had a pattern of the old- 
fashioned sort. It was red, this good old carpet, 
with squares in it and still other squares within 
them, squares of spotless white, which looked 
like the bird’s-eye view of a public park, with 
patches of greensward, walks of gravel, and 
great beds of crimson flowers, Before the fire- 
place was a rug of wondrous make, an heirloom 
of the family. ‘There was nothing dingy about 
this good old rug, no mildewed flare of the 
East. It had a horse in its centre, a purple 
horse with a green tail, a yellow mane, and 
sparks of the brightest red blazed and glowed 
by the flickering flames, as they fell from his 
distended nostrils upon the pink ground under 
his hoofs. 

I used to know this carpet and the rug in 
those good old days, and I grew very fond of 
them. In time they became like old friends, 
and as I was ushered into the dark room —for, 
unlike the modern carpets, the sun-light zwou/d 
fade the colors of my friend—the carpet would 
wink at me confidentially, so I used to fancy, 
and T am sure the horse would have neighed a 
welcome had it been gifted with that power. 
I had abundant opportunities to study them; 
for She was not always prompt in coming down- 
stairs, and in those minutes of silent expectancy 
I used to wish the horse was real instead of 
worsted, and that I could take little Phyllis on 
its broad back beside me and gallop away, 
through the labyrinthine walks of the carpet, 
past the greensward, ’way beyond the crimson 
flower-beds, out into the country to the little 
village-church on the hillside, with the white 
steeple and the sweet-toned bell. But the horse, 
however much it entered into my plans, never 
gave me any encouragement. Carpet horses, 
alas, can’t be everything we want them to. 

‘That was years and years ago, and the other 
day Phyllis and I visited a carpet-store. 

“ Have you any red carpets?” I asked of the 
clerk: “ with white and green squares in them ?” 

“ Here,” said he, as he pulled down a roll 
from a cobwebbed corner of the shop: “ here 
is just what you want. Ill make it cheap, too. 
It’s an old-fashioned pattern.” 

With this he spread out before our eyes the 
counterpart of my youthful friend. 

“We don’t want that,’’ observed little Phyl- 
lis, with disdain: “That is exactly like that 
hideous old nightmare mother used to have on 
her parlor floor, I want a Persian rug.” 

‘Then I sadly turned away, and the March 
of Civilization winked at Modern Taste, and 
the Good Old Fashions of bygone times wiped 
away a furtive tear in silence. 

BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 
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HIS CHOICE, 
See the pretty chickens root among the bottles, 
See their shining feathers, see their scarlet wattles. 


All the day they ’re scratching in the garden cool, 
And they never, never have to go to school. 
‘ 


Sleeping in the tree-top, down they come at morn, 
When they hear the shower of the golden corn‘. 


Along on merry winglets they can lightly skim; 
But down in the duck-pond they can never swim. 
So I think I ’d rather be a little boy, 

With a double-barreled pistol for a toy. 


I would be no chicken—here ’s the reason why: 
I should feel so funny, made into a pie. 


AFTER THE OPERA—The ‘Theatre. 
‘THE NOVEMBER HARPER—The Wind. 


In “ BRYANT AND His FRiENDS”’ we fail to 
find an allusion to the veteran Nelse Seymour. 


‘THE OPPONENTS of the Italians say: “ The 
stiletto must go.’? We may be pardoned if we 
remark, ‘* She does go.” 


Ir 1s now proposed to heat horse-cars by 
electricity. ‘This is a lightning scheme, in the 
parlance of the populace. 


‘THE INDIAN question is likely to be solved 
within a very short time. Bicycles have been 
introduced among the Sioux tribes, 


Dr. FOTHERGILL says that beef-tea has no 
food value. ‘Then beef-tea ought to go. No 
one will pretend that it has any value as a 
beverage. 


“« THE SHADES of night’ are never hung on 
rollers.”? ‘hen why were they “ falling fast” 
if they were not hung on rollers? ‘That is the 
way curtains always do. 


AN EASTERN paper says: ‘ One good way to 
reduce obesity is to walk to Hallowell and back 
every pleasant day.’’ ‘This ought to be very 
valuable to persons living in Chicago. 





«“ \ WOMAN IN La Grange, Ga., was feeding 
her Plymouth Rock chickens, the other day, 
when her wedding-ring slipped from her finger 
and was gobbied up by one of the fowls—she 
doesn’t know which.” If any of our readers 
finds a gold ring in the yolk of his egg, he 
knows where to send it, now. 


“ Rev. I. N. PARDEE has consented to dedi- 
cate several churches in the Black Hills, with 
the understanding that they will furnish him 
with a cabinet of geological specimens from 
the Black Hills.”” ‘his goes to show that there 
is very little difference between Eastern and 
Western preachers. ‘They are all after the 
* rocks.” 
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THE EXAMPLE OF SCOTTY. 


It is announced that “ Scotty,” who officiated 
in the dear days of a dead and gone past as 
trainer to that popular quadruped, Jumbo, will 
publish his recollections of the great elephant 
in Harper's Young People. That this announce- 
ment will be hailed with deep joy, tempered 
more or less by unutterable grief over the days 
that are no more, cannot be doubted. Jumbo 
was deservedly popular. He was a modest, 
quiet, peaceable member of society, who at- 
tended to his own affairs and troubled no one. 
He never was known to endeavor to insert his 
ample proboscis into other people’s affairs, nor 
did he entertain so high an opinion of his own 
greatness as to want to run for office. He kept 
his ears closed against the insidious flatteries of 
a host of parasites, and courteously swallowed 
the chestnuts given him by the ‘“ madding 
crowd.” 

Such an animal deserves to have the inci- 
dents of his daily life recorded by his faithful 
and sorrowing friend. But the results which 
will follow in the shape of imitations must give 
us food for reflection. ‘Ihe world would feel 
happier if that accomplished and handsome 
gentleman, Mr. William Madden, who has at 
times figured as a trainer, would publish his rec- 
ollections of John L. Sullivan. Such a volume 
would meet the wishes of a wide circle of so- 
ciety, which knows how to appreciate the finer 
characteristics of a man whose domestic life is 
well known to be a model of virtue. Doubtless 
Mr. Sullivan, in those sacred moments when he 
is obscured from public gaze, when he relaxes 
the appearance of calmness and intellectual re- 
pose familiar to those who have seen him on 
the platform, and allows free play to the spirits 
within him, has said and done many little things 
replete with humor and playfulness. ‘These 
things are now unknown to the world. 
Madden would raise the curtain and reveal to 
us the great champion as he was in his private 
life, we should doubtless understand him better 


~ and set a truer estimate upon his character, 


We hope that another distinguish: d trainer 
will follow the example of “ Scotty.” We refer 
to that eminently successful handler of the bottle 
and sponge, Mr. Jeremiah Hartigan. If he 
could only be induced to collect in book-form 
his recollections of that noble long-distance 
runner, Mr. ‘I’. Fatta Walsh, statesmen would 
rejoice in the prospect of learning some of the 
secrets of their trade which they had never be- 
fore known. 

‘There are a number of other persons from 
whose trainers we would joyfully welcome vol- 
umes ef reminiscences. We fail to call to mem- 
ory just now who was the trainer of Susan B. 
Anthony; but he is one of the men from whom 
a suffering and patient world would be glad to 
hear. What a rich harvest he could bring to 
us “from out the storied past!’ How the dying 
echoes of by-gone years would swell upon our 
ears once more in cadences of that perennial 
freshness which would so well become the sub- 





If Mr. 





ject! And then to think of the joy of hearing 
from the trainer of that venerable sprint-runner 
and heavy-weight lifter, Samuel J. ‘ilden! What 
a world of instruction could be gained from the 
reminiscences of the man who trained the Atlas 
of Greystone to bear upon his shoulders the 
great leaden ball of Democracy! 

But the trainer whose recollections we shall 
await with the deepest and most solemn thrills 
of expectation is Jacob Whitelaw Reid. When 
he publishes his reminiscences of his man, his 
magnetic man, James G. Blaine, of Maine, now, 
alas! deader even than Jumbo, we shall drop 
several consecutive tears of deep and abiding 
joy. We trust that Mr. Reid will not long hesi- 
tate to follow the example of the illustrious 
“Scotty.” Delaysare dangerous. Men are easily 
forgotten in this world, and Mr. Reid should 
publish his book before civilization shall have 
swept onward to an utter forgetfulness of who 
James G. Blaine was. 

No one is so well qualified for a task of this 
kind as Mr. Reid. While he never was blind 
to Mr. Blaine’s faults, he was always generous to 
his virtues. He never said that other men were 
worse than Mr. Blaine, only that Mr, Blaine was 
better than they were. When scandal reared 
its hydra heads and calumny wrapped Mr. 
Blaine as in a mantle, Mr. Reid clung to him. 
Even in the valley of the shadow of death, Mr. 
Reid was with him. He is with him now. He 
knows Mr. Blaine as no other man ever knew 
him. He knows that when the world says that 
Mr. Blaine is not a truly good man, the world 
is wrong. 

Oh, Mr. Reid, think of the great and glorious 
work that is before you! Do not hesitate a mo- 
ment; but go down into the catacombs of your 
party, and sitting by the withering bones of 
Blaine, of Maine, pen, as his trainer, those rem- 
iniscences which you know so well how to con- 
struct, and which so frequently find their way 
into the news-columns of your paper. And 
when that book is written and done, we will 
send for the man who trained you for your great 
mill with Mr, Jones, of the Zimes, and let him 
whitewash you, if he can, 


‘THERE IS a man in a Western dime museum 
with two stomachs, Like PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
he is making a fortune out of his second crop.* 


NEW YORK. 
When it ’s summer in New York, 
The people in a school 
Fly unto Nova Scotia, 
In order to be cool. 


When it ’s winter in New York, 
The people in a swarm 
Fly to the bright Bahamas, 


In order to be warm. R. K. M. 





* This is no reflection on the First Crop, which had 
such a run that we lost track of the number of editions 
sold over a year ago. 








There stands an old dwelling storm-beaten and bent, 
No clusters of roses the casements surround, 

No matron knits there on the porch in content, 
No welcoming smile at the threshold is found. 


No musical voice ripples out on the air, 
No smoke-garland from the old chimney careers, 
No cat on the chair sleeps—in fact there’s no chair 
At the fire-place, whose fire has been out fifty years, 


The poet cast round him a sorrowful look, 
And smiled as he murmured: ‘I ’Il wager a hat,” 
As he noted it down in his little red book: 
*¢[ Il just knock a ten-dollar ode out of that ”* 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK, 








A SERVICE TO ART. 


AT Lasr the André monument has been 
effectually destroyed, razed, blown to pieces, 
ruined, scattered and knocked out of time and 
place. It isto be hoped that if the perpetrators 
are caught they may not be punished by im- 
prisonment. It would, no doubt, be just to 
compel them to pay for the glass shattered in 
the neighborhood of the monument, but it 
would be unjust to punish them. We are not 
only patriotic, but we love art, and we think 
the men who removed that monument in such 
a manner that rubber cement couldn’t hold it 
together again are real benefactors. We trust 
that they may be stimulated by their success at 
‘Tarrytown, and lose no time in coming to New 
York and beginning similar operations on the 


| Central Park statues. ‘here are many up there 


that need blowing up more than Flood Rock 
did. We should be happy to see Burns, Scott, 
Halleck and Webster blasted so high that their 
dynamited sections would litter New Jersey, 
Connecticut, and Long Island. Then we should 
like to see them purloin the stencil-plate full- 
length pictures of Revolutionary generals hold- 
ing spirited horses, with a pyramid of cannon- 
balls in the back-ground, and lots of smoke. 


WHEN SHAKSPERE wrote, “ My kingdom for 
a horse,” he showed that, with all his great 
knowledge, he was not ignorant of the ruling 
charges of the Long Branch hackman. 








PICTORIAL PARAGRAPHS. 
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THE LEGACY BOOM. 


legatees never heard before receiving notice of the happy decease. 
weeks, that we think our readers will be interested in a collection of a few sample cases, culled at random from the columns of the metro- 
politan newspapers. Besides reprinting the items, we have ventured to reproduce portraits of the distinguished beneficiaries. 


A curious instance of fortune’s vagaries 
is reported from Newcastle, Del. 


of that place, who has for years shoveled 
coal for a living, and who has enjoyed the 
esteem and confidence of the community, 
being trusted with untold gold in the most 
aristocratic cellars of Newcastle, has just 
fallen heir to a fortune of £125,000, left 
him by his uncle, The O’Grady, of O’- 
Grady Castle, County Sligo, Ireland. Mr. 
Monahan, it is understood, will shortly as- 
sume the control of his new possessions.— 


NV. Y. Blowoff. 


Our esteemed contemporaries of the daily press have lately taken to chronicling the unexpected good fortune of certain humble 
citizens whose lives have been made glad by the receipt of unexpected legacies of large amounts, left by considerate relatives of whom the 


We have observed so many instances of this sort, within the last few 


Many of our readers are familiar with the 


Domi- ! honest face of little Swipesey, the boot-black 
nick Monahan, a poor but worthy citizen | of City Hall Park, who recently saved five lives 


| in the great sewer explosion in front of the 





Tribune Building, and all will be glad to hear 
that ‘ Swipesey ”’ has fallen heir to some $100,- 
ooo in government bonds, the gift of a de- 
ceased uncle lately in the service of the King 
of Portugal. ‘“‘ Swipesey’s”’ real name is Charles 
Algernon Holdback, and his family is under- 


stood to be of distinguished English origin, being / 


remotely descended from that famous monarch, // 
Ys 


William the Conqueror.—vening Claqgue. 
Mr. Gustav Scrapenheimer, the well-known 











A romance in real life is that of Miss Mary 
Mumps, a talented and beautiful sales-lady in 
Casey’s dry-goods store on Steenth Street. Miss 
Mumps has recently received information that 
a gentleman who some years ago was infatuated 
with her, but on whom the lovely girl looked, 
at the time, with perhaps unmerited disdain, 
has just died and left her a fortune of some 
$75,000. Miss Mumps had not heard of her 
quondam lover since his departure for the South 
African gold-fields some years ago. and is now 
engaged to a gentleman by the name of Mc- 
Gonigle, who is employed in the ribbon depart- 
ment of Mr. Casey’s emporium.—JV. Y. Dash. 
The freaks of fickle 


trated in the case of Mr. Pietro Wormi, the | 





fortune are well illus- | 
of the quill. 


Fortune is sometimes favorable to the knights 
Mr. Plantagenet Montrose, bet- 


barber of Chatham Street, was surprised the 
other morning by the pleasing announcement, 
conveyed to him by a cablegram from Ger- 
many, that his paternal uncle, the Baron von 
Scrapenheimer, had recently died in Berlin, 
leaving him heir to a fortune of 2,000,000 marks, 
All his friends will congratulate the ever-popu- 
lar Gus.” Mr. Scrapenheimer also comes in 
for a baronial hall and a large and _highly- 
colored coat of arms. He will lay aside his 
razor and lather-brush next week, and assume 


| his proud ancestral prefix of “von,” which will 


hereafter appear on his visiting-cards.—. Y. 
Daily Chinner. 








affable and intelligent chestnut vender of Hous- | 


. ton St., who came to this country without a | 
> cent in his pocket, twenty-five years ago, and 
‘ who is now about returning to Italy to reside 


on the ancestral estates of his grandfather, the 
Cavaliere Wormi, who has recently died in Italy, 
leaving Pietro his sole heir. Mr. Wormi has 
closed out his extensive business, and sails on 
the Gallia, next week. His familiar face will 
be missed by the hurrying throngs in East 
Houston Street, and his many friends will mourn 
his departure.—V. Y. Morning Gassery. 





ter known in the profession as “ Shakey Wil- 
liams,” the brilliant and versatile reporter, for 
many years on the staff of the Avening Kazoo, 
has lately been made the recipient of a legacy 
of £ 400.000, left him by his uncle, Lord Don- 
cherno, of Doncherno Hall, Warwickshire. Eng- 
land. It isunderstood that Mr. Williams will now 
perform the feat known in literary and artistic 
circles as “ setting them up’’—a duty he has been 


obliged to neglect for some time past, owing to '\,'|) 
stress of circumstances, We extend him our fra- | 


ternal congratulations.—V. Y.. Evening Blaze. 














VIOLETS AND CLAMS. 


WE HAVE read your string of jokes, B. R. C., 
and we think that Canton, Ohio, is not the at- 
mosphere best calculated to develop you into a 
humorist. Scotland would be the place for you, 
because you could escape with your life, before 
the hearer could see through one of your jests, 
and appreciate its awful rigors. Scotland, be- 
sides, is full of thistles. We think you could 
put the thistle down and thrive. 





A St. Louis paper says: ‘An Indian rajah 
has presented Lord Dufferin a young elephant, 
trained to cut books and magazines with his 
tusks, which are filed thin as paper-knives for 
the purpose.”’ ‘his is not, as you might think, 
a curious natural phenomenon. It is merely a 
Missouri newspaper lie. 

‘THE PUGNACIOUS cat that recently stole upon 
an ancient cockatov, and pounced suddenly on 
his birdship, sneaked into the kitchen a few 
minutes later in a claw-hammered coat. 


Horatio.—Your joke on Livy and Bacon is 
altogether too bright and scintillating for us. 
Besides, we have abandoned restaurant-humor. 


SEVEN MEN were recently hanged on one 
night by a ‘Tin Cup lynching committee. ‘Ihis 





Is a new variation of the game of “seven up.” 


A TELEGRAM FROM Michigan states that a 
Milford barber has cut his throat. He was 
probably trying to shave himself. We have 
often feared the reckless way barbers handled 
their razors would bring them into some trouble. 





THis Is not a sporting-paper, we beg leave to 
inform our guileless Western correspondent who 
wishes to know if the Union League is a com 
bination of base-ball clubs. 


CapraiN PARDON ‘T’R1PP has smoked six thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of tobacco in fifty years. 
He must have either smoked a pipe or very 
cheap cigars. 

Iv 1s all well enough to say that nothing suc- 
ceeds like success; but this is not the opinion 
entertained by our Hebrew brothers who amass 
wealth by failure. 


THE Northern Christian Advocate informs 
us that “The man who whistles hardly ever 
swears.”” Why should he? His whistling doesn’t 
hurt him. 


THE PROOF of the pudding may be in the 
eating; but the revised proof is often in the en- 
suing nightmare. 


REJECTED MANUSCRIPTS PuCK mailly tears, 








THE AWAKENING IN BOSTON. 


It is with gratification that we observe the 
wave of religious feeling that is sweeping over 
Boston, as indicated by the interest manifested 
in the services at the Bowdoin Square Baptist 
Church, conducted by the Rev. Mr. Downes, 
On Saturday evening every seat in the church 
was taken at half-past six o’clock, though the 
services did not begin until eight, and at seven 
o’clock it became necessary to have the doors 
guarded by policemen to keep back the crowds, 
So hungry was this crowd for the bread of life, 
that when a side door was opened to admit a 


| member of the church, a rush was made upon 
| it, and about thirty worshipers managed to ob- 
tain admittance. 


Perhaps some ministers might be proud of 
their ability to draw such houses to hear a lec- 


| ture upon the by no means new topic—* Jonah 
| and the Whale’’—but not so Pastor Downes. 


“The Lord has taken his own way to bring 
people into the church,” he said, devoutly: 
‘and I hope you will all be benefitted.” It is 
a consoling thought that men and women who 
are attracted to hear his sermons by the noto- 
riety he has obtained in the courts cannot be 
made much worse by, anything. 


PENNY-WISE AND PounpD-Foo.uisu — The 


And kicks the author head-first down the stairs. | Grocer who Gives Short Weight. 
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PEANUTS AND CARAMELS. 


THESE ARE the days of red and gold, and 
yet they are not so intensely red and gold as 
they were two weeks ago. But then they are 
considerably redder and more profusely golden 
than they will be two weeks hence. Then the 
temperature crank will run out in his slippers 
every five minutes to look at the thermometer, 
and the man who can’t afford to warm his 
house properly will dance about and laugh, and 
call every one else a frozen turnip. 


‘THE LATEsT thing in cookery is a custard- 
powder which enables you to make custard 
without eggs. We have heard of chicken-salad 
being made without chicken, and clam-chow- 
der being formulated with the aid of a clam— 
but custard without eggs! Oh, cousin Benvolio, 
it will grieve thee sore, and touch thy heart 
right through thy wine-hued doublet, should 
this invention go so far as to enable an audience 
to egg thee without eggs. 


“ JOHNNY,” SAID a mother, angrily, the other 
day, as she pointed to a pumpkin-pie that had 
a great slab taken out of it: “did you cut into 
that pie ?” 

“ No’m.” 

“Well, how did that great hole get in it, 
then ?”’ 

“ Dunno,” replied Johnny, drawing his sleeve 
across his face: “ perhaps it got wore in.” 


YES, PENSIVE FLEURETTE, this is precisely 
the time of the year when the wood-engraver 
goes forth into the chilly forest to hew the trees 
for winter use. ‘This is where he gets that pe- 
culiar wildness and freedom of stroke that causes 
him to gouge out a portrait in such a style that 
it seems to represent a person that has been 
clubbed, kicked, beaten, and dipped head fore- 
most into boiling oil. 








Ir wit make the staid New Yorker think ot 
his merry past, and perhaps shed a silent tear, 
when, in eight or ten years, business or pleas- 
ure takes him to some out-of-the-way country- 
place, and, on walking from the cars to the bus, 
he discovers the latter to be one of the old 
‘Twenty-third Street stages that the horse-cars 
hustled off Broadway. 


WE ake greatly obliged to the inventor of a 
new -fangled pruning-knife sent us the other 
day for notice. We think the “ Barcelona” 
about the best pruning-knife that we have ever 
seen. We should now feel obliged to the in- 
ventor if he would have the kindness to send 
us some prunes, that we may test its virtues 
further. 








A DUEL. 





A rather lively personal warfare is being 
waged between those two eminent citizens, 
George Jones and Jay Gould. Mr. Gould has 
been a trifle unfortunate in some of his dealings 
witi his fellow-men. As Macaulay said of King. 
Charles, “he was not only a most unscrupulous, 
but a most unlucky dissembler.” 

‘Taking advantage of the prevalence of this 
impression, Mr. Jones publicly informed Mr. 
Gould that he lied, at the recent meeting of the 
‘Trustees of the Grant Fund, which Mr. Gould 
accuses Mr, Jones of having mismanaged. 


On Saturday Mr. Jones’s paper presented a | 
list of Mr. Gould’s favorite wines, and the little | 


financier is mean enough to remark, through an 
organ of his own, that if Mr. Jones had managed 
his (Mr. Gould’s) finances, he (Mr. Gould) 
would be obliged to drink water. 

Mr. Gould has left himself open for an ad- 
mirable retort relative to water in stocks, which 
we hope to see the Zimes take advantage of, as 


this pun has not been perpetrated in a morning | 


newspaper for several days. 








THE STRONG ARM OF THE LAW. 


There is something about the moral atmo- 
sphere of Long Island City that reminds one 
of the untrammeled West as pictured and ideal- 
ized by Bret Harte. Very picturesque was the 
scene that occurred in a court-room there last 
week, Justice Delehanty presided upon the 
bench with imposing dignity, and was conduct- 
ing the case of the People vs. Timothy McCoy, 
charged with the larceny of a ham, when Mr, 
George King, a gentleman engaged in a house- 
to-house canvass for the negotiation of sales of 
suspenders, combs, buttons and similar d7éc-a- 
érac—known technically as peddling—entered 
the court-room and impugned the veracity of 
the Justice. 

The Justice retaliated by casting the bar- 
sinister in Mr. King’s teeth, and Mr. King re- 
sponded with a reflection upon the Justice’s 
relatives of the maternal side. Then Justice 
Delehanty, putting aside the petty prejudices 
of judicial etiquette, descended from the bench, 
seized a chair and shattered it into fragments 
upon Mr. King’s devoted back. Every one in 
the court-room took a part in the mée that 
followed, and when order was restored the Jus- 
tice himself hauled Mr. King up to the bar, 
and-—-to carry out the metaphor—went around 
behind it and served him. 

Thirty days he dealt him for disorderly con- 
duct, and Mr. King at present maintains a dis- 
| tinct prejudice against bearding a Douglas in 
_his hall. If other Justices will follow the ex- 
ample of Mr. Delehanty, we shall confidently 
_ expect to hear of fewer cases of contempt of 
court. 











FrRoM A WESTERN dispatch we learn that 
“ Sitting Bull has sent congratulations to United 
States Marshal Maratta.” It would be interest- 
ing now to know what murder the Marshal has 
; been committing. 











TOO BIG A RISK. 
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brairie-chiggens vas all sold owd; aber here is a shplendit sausage—I recommend dot.” 


CusTOMER.—‘‘’Fraid that won’t do; my wife ’ll never believe I shot it.” 













—From the German. 





FairR- MinpED—The Women of 
the Church in Debt. 

‘THE ORDER OF THE Day—“ Get 
up; breakfast ’s ready.” 








| ALONG THE road, in rich array, 
‘The oaks and maples blaze, 
And in the valley softly floats 
A spray of purple haze. 
In merry strings the wild geese fly 

| A-honking to the South, 

And green persimmons all awry 
Now twist the small boy’s mouth. 
LIGHTNING NEVER strikes twice in 

the same place, they say. This is 

just where the lightning differs from 

John L. Sullivan. 





‘THE WEATHER-PROPHET is with- 
out honor anywhere. 
No More the sky-blue watering-cart 
Its spirtling way pursues, 
And in a jiffy breaks the heart 
Of the man with the well-blacked 
shoes. 





Tuis 1s the month when the ser- 
vant-girl begins to steal your gro- 
ceries for her relatives, most indus- 
triously. She also begins to waste 
and destroy as much as she possibly 
can, because by these methods she 
causes the orders to increase two- 
fold, and the local dealer will be 
tempted to swell her regular Christ- 
mas remembrance. 
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ILLUSTRATED JOURNALISM. 


It is with the deepest and most profound sin- 
cerity that we congratulate the illustrated daily 
press upon its enterprise, and the success it is 
meeting in presenting to its subscribers graphic 


pictures of the occurrences of the day, instead | 
We have not | 


of mere written reports thereof, 


yet been made aware of the nature of the won- | 


derful invention by which photographs and 
sketches are transmitted by telegraph; but this 
is probably due either to the modesty of the in- 
ventor, or a desire on the part of the newspapers 
to mystify their readers—in the latter case, they 
have so far been eminently successful. 

To an unreasoning person, it seems a trifle 
peculiar that when a murder occurs in San 
Francisco, a New York newspaper should be 
able to give a photograph of the gentleman or 
lady accused of the crime at the head of the 
telegraphed story of the occurrences; but the 
logical mind at once discerns that a new method 
of electrical transmission has been invented, 
and is joyful accordingly. 

It is, however, asad commentary upon human 
nature that envious and malicious persons are 
always ready, whenever any great discovery is 
made, to detract from its virtues and malign its 
adherents. A conspicuous illustration is the 


Keely motor, which some persons do not hesi- | 
tate to denounce as impracticable, and we might | 


point to Ferdinand Ward’s scheme of finance 
as another instance of the same envious malig- 
nity on the part of men who are unable to com- 
prehend real greatness of thought and effort. 
We are moved to these unpleasant reflections 
by the aspersions which have been cast upon 


the illustrated press by malevolent and shallow | 


detractors who do not believe in the new pro- 
cess of forwarding pictures by telegraph. 
Although we have not yet collected the proofs 
to back up our assertions, we do not hesitate to 
denounce as a deliberate, willful and malicious 
lie the statement that the portrait of Mrs. Walk- 
up. the charming young Western murderess of 
Emporia, Kansas, which appeared at the top of 
the column detailing the murder in an esteemed 
contemporary on the day after the crime was 
committed, was in reality the picture known 


as “After ‘Taking,’ which formerly adorned | 


the advertisement of “ Dyer’s Hair Vigor.” 
We also take this occasion to make a vigor- 


Ous protest against the circulation of the report | 


that the Cincinnatti Pork-Packer presented the 
“ Before Taking” of Smith’s Sandpaper Poul- 
tice advertisement to its readers as a portrait 





“SPORT.” 








| of the Hon. Wm. Maxwell Evarts, the little 
statesman with the big head. 
It is as wickedly false as the allegation that 
the illustrations in the New York papers of the 
recent orchid sale were taken from an adver- 


for hydrophobia and cold feet. 
Of course there are cases where the substitu- 
| tion of these pictures is perfectly justifiable, as 


| tisement of the Hoboken-Oriental Hub Remedy 
| 


in the instance of a Chicago paper, which shift- 
ed the “After Taking”? of a moustache in- 
vigorator from its advertising-page into the 
news columns, to do service as a portrait of 
the Hon. L. Q. C. Lamar, Secretary of the In- 
terior; still, we distinctly object to the same 
paper’s using its campaign picture of David B. 
Hill as the portrait of a convalescent would-be 
suicide. 

However, when the new process of pictorial 
telegraphic transmission comes into general use, 
even these innocent subterfuges will be found 
unnecessary and superfluous, and it is with some 
eagerness that we look forward to that day. 

F. MARSHALL WHITE, 





SONNET TO A BRINDLED COW. 





O brindled cow, upon the grassy mead, 
Chewing the cud of meditation sweet, 
While blackbirds twitter ’round thy stamping feet, 
Vou on the timothy and clover feed; 
For opera-glasses one has not a need 
To see that you enjoy the glorious treat; 
Beside you I will take a quiet seat, 
And try the lesson of your life to read. 
Somewhere afar, in other meadows green, 
You were a little calfy, white and red, 
And then a heifer; and your life was full 
Of speechless joy and new-made hay, I ween— 
# 


* * 
Great Scott! she ’s knocked the top clean off my 
head! 
Well, Ill be durned! That brindled cow ’s a bull. 
W. J. HENDERSON. 





Answers For the Aurions. 


R. V.—Thanks—gilt-edged thanks! 


]. M. D., Sandusky, O.—Go further West. This is a 
| point for you. Now you have something that your joke 
| hasn’t. 





ARTIST ABE.—We can’t use your sketch for a cartoon. 
| Why don’t you sell it to a farmer in a strong crow district, 
| as an improvement on the forked-stick and army-overcoat 
arrangement now generally in use in corn-fields? 





GORE AND MOLASSES. 


“ ARE YOU going to serve that turtle on Fri- 
day ?” asked a man of a well-known restaura- 
teur, as he pointed to a huge turtle lying on its 
back at the front door, and madly pawing the 
air. 

“‘ Not at all,” replied the hasheur: “ you are 
a regular old-time friend of mine, and I know 
you can keep a secret. That is our exhibition 
turtle. He is not necessarily for liquefaction, 
but merely as a guarantee of good faith. He 
draws the crowd, and soup made of veal and 
pork makes it happy.” 


A VOLUME OF poems is on the market en- 
titled ‘Afternoon Songs,” because they are 
supposed to represent the autumn or Pp. M. of 
the singer’s life. Now, any young poet getting 
out a first book might indicate the spring or 
A. M. of his life by calling it “‘ Mushrooms,” or 
“ Milkmen’s Reveillés.” 





So you think “odious” rhymes with “ hide- 
ous,” do you? Perhaps you think “dubious” 
rhymes with “amphibious,” and “violin” with 
“Bryan O’Lynn.”’ You are a very smart young 
man, Jerome. We have no doubt that if you 


were to try you could scale a stone wall witha 
fish-knife. 


‘THEY SAY a man can leave zn umbrella out 
of doors in Norway all day, and find it where 
he left it the next morning. ‘This would go to 
show that they have very poor umbrellas in Nor- 
way, or else the climate is phenomenally dry. 


Ir 1s rumored that Mrs. Theresa Fair, the 
divorced wife of Senator Fair, will soon marry 
a Philadelphia newspaper-man. She evidently 
intends to marry a slow man, this time. 


Kino Lear is represented to have observed: 
“A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats,”’ 
Thus we perceive that hash was despised even 
at this early day. 


A SPANISH PROVERB says: ‘ All miseries may 
be borne with bread.”? ‘This shows one essen- 
tial difference between miseries and some kinds 
of butter. 





ALFRED JINGLE—Tennyson. 


ONE By ONE the parsons fall. 
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THE DEAR OLD GAME. 


A game of base-ball on election-day revealed 
to me the fact that it is not the same game that 
we played fifteen or twenty years ago. In the 
first place, I didn’t see ardent admirers of the 
game sitting on a seat improvised by arranging 
three bats triangularly, and the wicked small 
boy watching for an opportunity to steal up 
and suddenly dump the sitter on the ground 
by kicking the bats from under him. And 
then all the youthful observers didn’t go away 
at intervals for a swim in the creek, and return 
with more dirt on them than they had before 
going in, and a supply of raw turnips which 
they bit into right back to their eyes and ate 
ravenously, And then there wasn’t the Irish 
woman crouched behind a barrel in the yard 
to capture the first foul that came that way, 
and keep the ball until she was paid for the 
pane of glass that was broken the day before. 

‘rhe whole thing seemed to have undergone 
such a change that it was practically a new 
game. Nothing but skunk after skunk, and at 
the end of the game both nines hadn’t scored 
three times. Why, in the old days a game 
wasn’t considered interesting unless the score 
was 32 to 24,or 56 to 42. It made me feel 
sad and lonely to see the club that had the last 
innings go to the bat for the final time without 
saying confidently: “We have got to make 
22 to tie, and 23 to win.” Those were the days 
when a boy used to sit on the fence about a 
quarter of a mile behind the centre-fielder, to 
get the ball when it went over, before it could 
be lost in the grass. There was no boy there 
during the election-day game. ‘lhe fielders 
had nothing to do, and the man who had a 
hot-house about one hundred feet from’ the 
third baseman walked about without showing a 
symptom of fear or nervousness. 

The shock-haired urchin selling warm water 
for a cent a tin-cupful was also absent. It was 
also noticeable that the catcher wore a great 
inflated rubber apron to protect him against 
any ball that might find its way through his 
fingers. In the old days the catcher was not 
protected in this way. If he took a foul off 
the bat, the papers spoke of it for several weeks; 
but if he missed it, he usually got the ball in 
the pit of the stomach, and, after taking a 
vacant d/asé look at the surrounding country, 
proceeded to gradually and softly curl up like 
the petal of a tiger-lily, until he looked like a 
sleeping caterpillar. 

Oh, for the good old bat-splitting days of 
base-ball, when the follower of every club was 
patriotic and warm-hearted, and would cheer- 
fully shed the blood of a rival in the cause of 
fair play and local honor. Oh, for tne days 
when the cover was knocked off the ball, and the 
crowd stood respectfully away in consideration 
of the man who couldn’t hit without “slinging 
his bat.” Those were the palmy days of base- 
ball; but they have gone, gone, gone, never to 
return. 

I noticed this on election-day in more ways 
than one. If a man muffed a ball, the error 
was simply deplored in silence by his own club, 
and enjoyed in grateful silence by the opposing 
club. In the old days, the man who muffed a 
ball was hilariously ridiculed by the boys, who 
shouted “ Butter-fingers!” and various other 
terms quite as uncomplimentary and even less 
dignified. And then, when a ball was knocked 
into the field, the people who wanted to see it 
dropped shouted and groaned, and did all in 
their power to make the player miss it. If he 
did, it was usually followed by a general fight, 
which was never without interest. 

It used to be a great scheme, when there was 
a close decision, to haul out the rules, printed 
in dime-novel form, and read them to the um- 
pire, who usually held a bat in his hand. Then 
there were fights about the score being wrong, 








all the fielders rushing in to take part, and, 
brandishing bats about the umpire’s head, they 
shouted like so many Indians. 

It was very pathetic to hear the boys express 
their regret at one of their companions being 
put into business; for they regarded all mer- 
chants as Philistines who would not let a clerk 
off to play more than once a month, The earth 
contained nowhere on its surface such a wretch. 
He was simply an unabridged viper. 

Another conspicuous figure that belonged to 
base-ball in the old days was the boy who held 
the coats, vests and money of the players. In 
order to carry the things in the easiest possible 
manner, the boy put them on. He would walk 
around jingling with watch-chains, with five or 
six vests beating against his calves, and the 
same number of bobtail-coats interfering with 
the free motion of his feet. Then he had more 
on his arms, or he sat on them when he was tired 
of walking around, opening watches with aristo- 
cratic negligence, to make the other boys so 
sick with envy that it was all they could do to 
take any interest inthe game. After the game, 
when he was paid in pennies for his services, he 
strolled off and went on a ginger-bread spree, 
and probably at no time in after life did he feel 
prouder than when acting in the capacity of 
keeper of the robes, or happier than when spend- 
ing the fruits of his labor. 

I saw not this boy at the election-day game. 
He exists no more. He passed away with the 
style of game that was coéval with him. For 
that game is dead. Peace to the ashes that it 
swung so nobly! 

The only feature of the old game that remains | 
is the cheerfulness and frequency with which 
the umpire is assaulted and called names that | 
are only proper in the dictionary. ; 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 











WE UNDERSTAND there is a movement on 
foot to number the British Peers like the piers | 
of the North and East Rivers. | 


| promptly eaten up. 


THE HASTY CAT. 


The Sun’s Cat, with arched back and swelled 
tail, indignantly states that on the night before 
the Ward trial District Attorney Martine and 
two Assistant District Attorneys, Messrs. Nicoll 
and Purdy, who had three thousand pages of 
testimony to read before morning, went to see 
the “ Mikado” instead of doing their duty. 

As usual, the Cat has spoken before giving 
proper consideration to its subject, and it is, 
therefore, without misgiving that we shy at the 
famous feline the boot-jack of reason in re- 
minding it that there could be no better place 
to study the impartial administration of strict 
justice, and likewise the art of making the pun- 
ishment fit the crime, than at the performance 
of the ‘‘ Mikado.” 

That ruler’s sentence, vague, but unpleasant, 
of Messrs. Pooh-Bah and Ko-Ko to something 
lingering, with boiling oil in it, after forgiving 
them for the crime for which they are to be 
punished, is an idyll. We commend the thought- 
fulness of the three prosecutors, and warn the 
Cat to be more careful about spiked fences in 
future. 








A MAN out West owns a bloodhound who 
knows his step so well that it is not necessary 
for him to speak to the animal for safety when 
he comes in at the dead of night. Recently, 
however, the man came home sober, and was 
The moral of this little 
fable should teach us that it is madness and 
folly to vote the Prohibition ticket. 


‘THE PROPER way to keep dynamite from ex- 
ploding is to pack it in a millionaire’s pocket- 
book. You can then toss it in the air like a 
ball, and hit it as it descends with a bat, with- 


out the slightest fear of danger. 





On THE StumMP—-The One-Legged Veteran. 
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A MONEY-CHANGER IN THE TEMPLE. 


Mr. Cyrus W. Field has had a beautiful time 
of late. He captured an English lion, and the 
capture has received such notice from real 
newspapers that Mr. Field seriously thought of 
giving up his own family advertising sheet. 
And the best of it was that his lion was so 
strong in the odor of sanctity that Cyrus was 
able to get a little on his own scorched gar- 
ments. He has had his house filled-with minis- 
ters of the Gospel. He has become the familiar 
associate of doctors of divinity. It is said that 
the touchingly philanthropic sentiments which 
Cyrus has uttered on these occasions would 
have brought tears to the eyes of an Elevated 
Railroad brakeman. And the doctors of divin- 
ity murmured with one accord: “ What a good 
and saintly man it is!” 

Of course we cannot believe the rumor, but 
yet we have heard a rumor that Cyrus at the 
same time was taking an extraordinary interest 
in the law, as well as in the ministry. We hear 
that while his up-town mansion was crowded 
with divines his down-town office was the re- 
sort of “heelers.” It is even said that Cyrus, 
just after a most moving spiritual love-feast, 
came down-town with a bundle of tickets, which 
he gave out with his own pious hands to such 
employees as he could reach. Clerks and Ele- 
vated men and others dependent on small sala- 
ries received these tickets, and it was clearly 
understood that the tickets were to be voted. 
Now, this might seem, to an over-sensitive per- 
son, a little like bulldozing. But we could not 
accuse Cyrus, the clergyman’s friend, of brutal 
bulldozing, as if he were one of the irreligious 
Southerners whom Cyrus and Blaine and Lo- 
gan have so often rebuked. No, we have felt 
sure that Cyrus’s interest in the election must 
be due to some pure and lofty purpose which 
the ordinary man could not hope to compre- 
hend, 

But we regret to say that Cyrus’s motives 
have been otherwise explained. It appears 
that various long-suffering citizens have brought 
suits involving several millions against the Ele- 
vated roads. A judge of the court in which 
these suits will be brought was to be chosen at 
this election. One of the candidates had proved, 
by an honorable judicial career, that he could 
not be “approached.” It was his uncomforta- 
ble habit to be influenced only by the law and 
the evidence, and not by the philanthropic 
Field, or his wicked partner, Jay Gould. And, 
strangely enough, Cyrus does not love this 
judge. For some reason, doubtless from pure, 
disinterested benevolence, Cyrus and his wicked 
partner preferred that the other candidate, the 
candidate of Tammany Hall, should be elected 
to preside over these suits against the Elevated 
roads, 

How is this, Cyrus W. ? Do you really think 
that you can retain your own private judge ? 
‘There was another eminent citizen who thought 
so once, and the people loved him so much 
that they sent a man-of-war to bring him back 
from Spain. You are an agile man, Cyrus, but 
are you quite up to such an effort to serve God 
and Mammon at the same time? Were you 
trying to corrupt the judiciary while you were 
in such soulful converse with doctors of divin- 
ity? Cyrus, if these reports are true, it looks 
as though you hoped to “ influence” the great 
Judge above by feasting his representatives on 
earth, and make him overlook the way you 
showed your interest in human judges and the 
Elevated roads. We are afraid that you are 
not the guileless saint we took you for when 
we read about your recent associates. Some 
way, Cyrus, this mixture of your up-town and 
down-town transactions leaves a bad taste in 
the mouth. 

But we can give you one little suggestion, 
When the Elevated roads were first built, and 
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(Dedicated, with profound apologies, to the Bishop of London, who will, we are sure, agree with 


us that there is not the least danger in going to see such a performance as this.)}—Zondon Funny Folks. 


their infernal noise drove sleep trom thousands 


of pillows, and rasped the nerves and hurt the | 


health of workingmen and women, there was 
such a protest that you promised to find a way 
of deadening the noise. Well, an invention 
was found. But it would have been expensive 
to apply it, and you said: Wait six months 
and see if the people won’t stand the racket.” 
And the long-suffering people who are so used 
to being imposed upon finally stopped com- 
plaining and did “stand the racket,” and noth- 
ing more has been heard of any plan for deaden- 
ing the noise. 

But what we want to suggest to you, Cyrus, 
is, that the people are not always patient. Some- 
times it happens that public opinion is more 
powerful with judges and legislators than great 
corporations can be. The time may come 
when the people will not ‘stand the racket” 
any longer, and, Cyrus, we are inclined to think 
that British lions and D. D.s wouid not com- 
fort you then. “oo 





Ir 1s an old saying that a man is not bothered 
by anything that he does not know. We don’t 
think this can be truly said of the candidate 
who is reading an editorial regarding himself 
in an opposition paper, and runs across some 
French words that he doesn’t know the mean- 
ing of. 


AGAINST A SLENDER strip of olive sky 

The rustling trees in orange beauty vie, 

And all the landscape, faded into brown, 

In the clear pool seems tilted upside down. 

I watch the pool that all unrippled lies, 

Save when a breeze across its bosom flies. 

I see no school-boy like an Indian run, 
Without a stitch on, in the summer sun, 

And go head-first into the pleasant pool, 

Just at the time when he should be at school; 
Nor see him wrapped from head to foot in grief 
At the intelligence of “ chaw roast-beef.”’ 


A MAN ouT West just lost his left hand in a 
hay-cutter. We are very sorry, providing he 
wasn’t a violinist. If he was, we are still sorry 
that he is still eligible for the bass-drum. 





—— 





A WISE MAN in Missouri says that “when 
hornets build their nests high, it will be a mild 
winter; but when they build them close to the 
ground, the winter will be intensely cold.’? Then 
is the Missouri hornet very different from all 
his brethren. When I was a boy, the closer the 
hornets got to the ground, the hotter it was for 
everything in that neighborhood that didn’t 
wear a boiler-plate hide.— Brookiyn Eagle. 


“‘Jim,”’ said a honest coal-dealer to one of 
his drivers: “ Jim, make that ton of coal two 
hundred pounds short. It is for a poor, deli- 
cate widow, and as she will have to carry all of 
it up two flights of stairs, I don’t want her to 
overtax her strength.’—PAiladelphia Kronikle- 
Flerald. 


* A CALIFORNIA blacksmith is dangerously 
ill with glanders, contracted while shoeing a 
horse.” And a Pennsylvania woman is suffer- 
ing from a sprained ankle, contracted while 
‘‘shooing”’ a hen, ‘There seems to be a fatal- 
ity about this shoeing business.—Vorristown 
Flerald. 


LitrLe CHARLEY.—-“ Papa, will you buy me 
a drum ?”? 

Fond Father.—“ Ah, but, my boy, you will 
disturb me very much if I do.” 

Charley.—*“ Oh, no, papa, I won’t drum ex- 
cept when you’ re asleep.— Pittsburgh Chronicle. 





Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
PucK ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No. 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents, 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
| (First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(Second Crop, Sixth Edition,) 25 cents. 
Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 
All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York 
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Below is a fac-simile of the Bottle of 
The Genuine 


Fred. Brown’s 
GINGER, 


SEE THAT STRIP OVER CORK IS UNBROKEN. 
——— 

—S!ZE REDUCED ONE-FOURTH. — 
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LAM GINGE 
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Wt» 
hor a grown person, one lea-sjwontis 
tote weaks old, halla tenoonke 
LLOra. L 2003 years old, 15 lo 20 drops. 
To be given tnSugarand Water. 












—FOR— 
Cramps, Colic, Stomach-Ache, 


Indigestion, etc. 





LO THE PUBLIC 
OUR STOCK OF 
DOMESTIC & IMPORTED WOOLENS 
HAS NEVER BEEN SURPASSED, 
the Latest Designs. Newest Colorings. 
Business Suits to order from $20.00 


Trousers ‘ “6 5.00 

Dress Suits s se 30.00 

Fall Overcoats “ “ 18.00 
e 


Wa Deiler- 


Nos. 145; 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
No. 771 BROADWAY, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 


THE KING AND THE HAIR-DYE. 





King I lubert’s hair was growing gray, 
His years were XL1.; 

(Jueen Margaret grew sad, one day, 
And sent for some hair-dye. 

The dye arrived one Friday night; 
Next morn this fair young Queen 


Found that her favorite dog, once white, 
Was now an apple-green. 


The King within his garden sat, 
In laughter, on a log, 

And, ’twixt guffaws, he told her that 
He ’d tried it on the dog. 


To also dye the cat and bird 
He said was his intent; 

The stuff she bought him, he averred, 
He found most XL-ent. 


Queen Marguerita took the hint, 
Also the dye, with care; 
And white as silver from the mint 
Remains King Hubert’s hair. 
—-Columbus Dispatch. 

THE Duke of Beaufort is the editor of a new 
book on hunting, in which he says: “ When the 
wind has been blowing hard, often have I seen 
his Royal Highness knocking over driven grouse 
and partridges and high-rocketing pheasant in 
first-rate workmanlike style.”” His Ducal Nibs, 
strangely enough, omits noticing how the par- 
tridges jumped up and clicked their little legs 
together in great glee at the honor done them 
by his Royal Highness, and how the sky-rocket- 
ing pheasants screamed with joy when struck 
by the roval shot.—-PAiladelphia News, 

A FLoripa man recently went to Gainesville, 
.and there saw for the first time in his life a 
lump of ice. He put a half-pound piece in his 
pocket to show his family when he got home, 
but he took it out again without any one tell- 
ing him to.—Vorristown Herald. 





I’m one of the oldest horse-shoers in the town, and I have used 
your Salvation Oil for cracked heels, mange, and sand crack 
with horses, and it gives perfect satisfaction and does the work 
every time. e ho We LE. 
414 W. Baltimore Street, Balto., Md. 





Angostura Bitters are endorsed by all the leading physi- 
cians and chemists, for their purity and wholesomeness. Beware 
of counterfeits and ask your grocer and druggist for the genuine 
article, prepared by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 

Simple and@ prac- 


BOOK-KEEPING at HOME S"?Puceo 


Over 100 Leading Firms in Chicago. Easily learned 
without assistance, by the use of our large 240 page instruction 
book, complete with forms for practice and full explanation, 
only $1. [essons by mail. Seven Acco nt System Business 
College, Chicago. 279 








THE CHEAPEST AND BEST ! 


toto ENGRavine ©: 


67 PARK PLACE,NEW YORK: | 





a 





THE CELEBRATED 


FF htm OG 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 


WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


SANDIFER, 


P (Formerly Under Fifth Avenue Hotel), 
Fifth Ave. Diamond Jeweler 
and Bric a Brac, 


"l’wenty-Seventh Street and Broadway. 
OPEN IN THE EVENING UNTIL CHRISTMAS. 321 


errs s 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 
FAVORITE 


Reclining and f 

hyping Chairs AS, 

changes of ““ 

position. Send 

stamp (mention thig 

paper) for Iilustr’d 
ogue. 


















Catal % ‘ 
STEVENS CHAIR 6). ‘ 5 
&-€th St. Pittsburg,Pa a ; 267 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


., Breakfast COc0d. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has beer, removed. It has three 
N times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
| cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
|} strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids ae 
] well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers everywhero. 


W. BAKER &°CO., Dorchester, Mass, -» 


Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 
will help all to more money than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 


# Terms mailed free. True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 























Samples and rules Sor sel/-measurement sent on application 








THE | 


BEST HAIR DRESSING 


_ Itkills Dandruff, promotes the 
Growth of the Hair,cures Scald Head 


and all Irritation of the Scalp. 


. JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., BOSTON, MASS ~~ 
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| | 
HE delicate Skin of Infants and Children is particularly liable to injury from coarse and unrefined ‘Toilet Soap, | 
which is commonly adulterated with the most pernicious ingredients; hence, frequently, the irritability, redness, | 
and blotchy appearance of the Skin from which many Children suffer. ‘The Public have not the requisite knowledge | 
of the manufacture of Soap to guide them to a proper selection, so a pretty box, a pretty colour, or an agreeable 
| perfume too frequently outweighs the more important consideration, viz: the composition of the Soap itself. It | 
| should be remembered that artificially coloured Soaps are frequently poisonous, particularly the Red, Blue and 
| Green varieties; and nearly all ‘Toilet Soaps contain an excess of Soda. White Soaps, such as “Curd,” usually contain | 
| much more Soda than others, owing to the use of Cocoa Nut Oil, which makes a bad, strongly alkaline soap very injuri- | 





ous to the skin, besides leaving a disagreeable odour on it. ‘he serious injury to children resulting from these Soaps often 
remains unsuspected in spite of nature’s warnings, until the unhealthy and irritable condition of the skin has developed into 
some unsightly disease, not infrequently baffling the skill of the most eminent Dermatologists. For sale by all Druggists. a4 











—_—. } 
——$_$____ — ————————————————aeeEEEEee 
































rut &. 











(uticura 


A 
POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 
SKIN and BLOOD 
DISEASE 







Eozrma on 
Scape 


FROM 


PIMPLES 10 SCROFULA. 


or Salt Rheum, with its agonizing itching and burn- 


ing, instantly relieved by a warm bath with Cuticura Soap 


and a single application of Curicura, the great Skin Cure. 

This repeated daily, with two or three doses of Cuticura Re- 
soLventT, the New blood Purifier, to keep the blood cool, the 
a mange pure and unirritating, the bowels open, the liver and 

idneys active, will speedily cure 

Eczema, Tetter, Ringworm, Psoriasis, Lichen, Pruritus, Scall 
Head, Dandruff, and every species of Itching, Sealy and Pimply 
Humors of the Skin and Scalp, with Loss of Hair, when the best 
phy:icians and all Known remedies fail. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, soc.; Soap, 25c.: RESOLV- 
ENT, $1. Prepared by Porrer DruG ANnv Cuemicat Co., Boston, 
Mass, 

aap Send for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 





the Curicura AntI-PaIN PLasrer. New, elegant, 


agen Pains, Strains and Weakness instantly relieved 
4 infallible, 








Relieved at Last! 


““We know a gentleman in this county who, six 
months ago, was almost a hopeless cripple from an 


attack of rheumatism. He could scarcely hobble 
across the room, used crutches, and said himself that 
he had little if any hope of ever recovering. We saw 
him in our town last week, walking about as lively as 
as any other man, and i: the finest health and spirits. 

Upon our inquiry as to what had worked such a won- 

derful change in his condition, he replied that S. S.S. 

had curedhim. After using a dozen anda half bottles, 
he has been transformed from a miserable cripple to 
a happy, healthy man. He is none other than Mr. E. 
B. Lambe.t "—Sy/vania Telephone. 


Treatise on Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 
Tue Swirt Specrric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta. Ga., 
or 157 W. 23d St., N. Y. 


HALE’S 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 


Is one of the finest remedies Known for the cure of Coughs, Colds, 
Influenza and Bronchitis. It speedily gives relief to the inflamed 
surfaces and soothes the irritated glands. 


HALE’S 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 


Should always be Kept in the house where there are young chil- 
dren, as it can be used to advantage in an attack of Croup before 
the doctor comes, and may be of inestimable service. 


HALE’S 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 
HONEY OF HOREHOUND AND TAR 


Is sold by all Druggists. C. N. CRITTENTON, Sole Proprietor. 
115 Fulton Street, N.Y. Three sizes, 25 cents, §O cents, and 
$1 per bottle. Beware of imitations. 


Hill’s Hair and Whisker Dye, 50c. 











Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in One Minute.. 





German Corn Remover Kills Corns and Bunions. 








State if you wish 
this book in Eng 
lish or German. 








WORTH 
SENDING FOR 


DISEASES OF THE LUNGS 


and HOW THEY CAN BE CURED, 


which he offers to send post- 
plicants, Jt contains wont t post-paid, tee who 


suppose themselves afflicted with, 6 
dise—se of the throat or lungs. ih orliable to any _ 
Dr.J.H.SCHENCK & SON, Philadelphia. 





THE ACORN. 

Hear the merry acorn drop, 
Zip-ty zee! 

From the oak-tree’s towering top, 
Zip-ty zaw! 

‘Through the foliage he cleaves, 
Zip-zip! 

Bounding on the bed of leaves, 
Zee-zaw. 


Short he is and round and fat, 
Pretty thing. 

With a Tam. o’-Shanter hat 
On his head. 

‘This he wore from day of birth 
In the spring. 

Doffed it not to Mother Earth— 
Quite ill-bred. 


But he has a brother, much 
More polite, 
Who his hat will always touch 
‘To the fair; 
When he meets Dame Earth, some day 
Or at night, 
He will throw his hat away 
And go bare. 
— Columbus Dispatch, 


THE Chicago Hera/d comments unfavorably 
on the resolution of the National Wholesale 
Drug Association, in session in Philadelphia 
recently, to the effect that “no member of the 
organization would offer any superior induce- 
ment to secure the service of any salesman or 
traveler in the employ of any other house con- 
nected with the association.” It is, indeed, 
hard to understand why there should not be the 
liveliest competition to secure the services of 
salesmen competent to distinguish between qui- 
nine and morphine. Coroners advertise the value 
of such salesmen every day.—/’ila. News. 


“An Opera Without Music” is announced. 
This is a fine piece of irony. Now let us have 
something really novel, in the shape of an opera 
with music.—J/ndianapolis Herald. 





FOR THE BEST MUSIC BOXES. 
H. GAUTSCHI & SONS, Mfgrs., 1030 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 





™ PEERLESS VINEYARD 


OLLER SKATE. 









less and Easy Running. 
gesvate use. Suited to the beginner or expert. Seat by 
of foi ss on receipt of price, o°. oe. Send for 
olle ah ates, ete. A. ALDING & Ghos, 257 
Andrews Building, chicago. 239 Broadway, N. Y. 





CHEAPEST MAGIC LANTERNS TO BEST STEREOPTICONS 


MAGIC AN EWS 


With Pr 

Picket os Kereeneand, 10 Views: $i. 50! 
AUTOMAT ty Sma 

CrreaL SICAL CTRIC, 


ce Ma: oy  aaaiaes Wanted. = ne FREE. 
(GiRBAGH ORGAN 00. dnfniglorue FR PA: 
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SCOTT’S 





EMULSION 


OF PURE COD LIVER OIL 
And Htypophosphites of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs. 

AND AS A REMEDY FOR CONSUMPTION. 
SCROFULOUS AFFECTIONS, ANAEMIA GEN- 

ERAL DEBILITY, COUGHS AND THROAT AF- 
FECTIONS, and all WASTING DISORDERS OF 
ILDRE itis marvellous Ta Tie roost 

cribed and endorsed by the best Physicians .,, 
in the countries of the world. ce 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 




















TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN. No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORE. 








Tr 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now La over the 
whole world, cures 7 a, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the oe enema ~~ A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to # glass of champagne, and to all sormmer drinks. it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask you o Groces or Cay for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONB. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 





The Anheuser- 


The Original 


Amsterdam, '’83. 


Hossfeld & Wierl, 


IMPORTERS OF 


PURE 


HUNGARIAN WINES 


Buda-Pesth & 39 Broad St., N. Y, 


fy 20 Tokayer Ausbruch 


IMPORTED IN BOTTLES A SPECIALTY. 








Philadelphia, ’76. Paris, ’78. 


America’s Favorite Beer, 


BREWED BY 


Che (Unbeusee- 
Busch B. OC. 


OF ST. LOUIS, MO. 


The Erlanger. 







Busch Standard. 
The Pale Lager. 


Budweiser, The Faust, 


New Orleans, ’85. 












BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 














HABIT. Sure cure in 10 to 
30 days. Sanitarium treatment 
or medicines by ex = 1b 180 
ears establish free. 
r. Marsh, Quincy, oO Mtich . 





WOR 





FOR ALL! $5 to $8 per day easily 
made. Costly outfit FREE, Address: 
258) P.O. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 
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STEIN’S SAFETY 


Children’s one attachment, - - - - - - 6c. 
- ae - ee ee ee be. 
Misses’ ed - 26% 684 Toc. 
Ladies’ tad eo eee A wie 13¢ 
we with a belt, 222 eee eee 1c 
L.dies? * “ .weeeseee-s 20¢ 
Stocking, a’ Pe ominal, and Catamenial 
Bardage Supporter combined - - - cc. 
Health Skirt Supporter, - - - - - - - 25C. 
Brighton Gents’ Garter, ----- - - 15¢ 


FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST-CLA:S STORES. 
LEWIS STEIN, 
Sole Owner and Manufacturer, 


178 Centre Street, 
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Stocking Supporters. 
NO MORE BLOOD-STRANGLING GARTERS. 
Recommended by all the Leading Physicians. 


a pair. 
“ 


New York. 





Monel 





SILK DEPARTMENT, 


which we ask attention. 


Droadvoay KH 9th St. 


Wew York. 


Constable a ' 


We offer an Elegant stock of 
Choice Novelties for street or 
evening wear in Gold and Sil- 
ver effects in Brocades, Crepes, 
Fancy Plushes, Velvets, etc., to 


33 


2 





ROLLER ano 
SKATES 


J .SPRINGFIELD,MASS: \ 
40 Pace CATALOCUEMAILED 
ON RECEIPT OF 2 CENTS 











NCLO-SWISS MI LK, 
CONDENSED 
MILKMAID BRAND, 
Economical and convenient for aut| 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Sold everywhere. 











TYPE SETTING 


—— making, 
es ar — 2 stam 
atalogue of Presses, 
pease, Cards, &c., to 


RELSEY & CO. 
Meriden, Conn. 





sy. Printed te Nea 
for usiness, home use, or 
For old or 





JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 
| STEEL PENS 


SotoBr ALL DEALERS TuRovuGcHour TnEWORLO, 
GOLOMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-18732, 





ST ~ ; 

every subject for PUBLIC "EXHIBITIONS, ete. 
tera Wy my | business for a man with a amall cap vital. 

136 page Cataloyxue sree. 


Also, 
for Home Amusement. 
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Lante 
McALLISTER, Mfg. Optician.49 Nassau St..N. Y. 











we can send you valuable information which you oneht to k 
your address and we will send our 16 page p:mphlet FREE. 
230 OGILVIE & CO., 131 Rose Street, 
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IF YOU ARE MARRIED *: rte ep 
1D 
oe Terk. 


A FRIDAY CHILD. 


When I put on my white straw summer hat 
It blows; 
And when my dog-cart I drive, on that 
It snows; 
In winter-time abroad I do not roam, 
Because 
The day my new red sleigh comes jingling home 
It thaws. 


The gi:l who of all rosebud blooming girls 
I picked, 
And loved for her sweet eyes, lips, cheeks and curls— 
She kicked. 
And when the man I hate—poor, stupid, mean 
And grim— 
Came by, with farewell glance for me, 
Took him. 


my queen 


I bought West Shore at ninety-three—great stroke 
For me; 
as sure as fate, she broke 
To three. 
all the world would know 
My chair; 
And all mankind would wear dense beard, and grow 
Long hair. 


And the next day, 


Were I a barber, 


Were I a preacher, quickly the millen- 
lum, 
With utter ruin to my business, then 
Would come. 
Ill be an undertaker; then I can 
Defy 
The laws of nature, for no living man 
Would die. 
—Robert F. Burdette, in New York Star. 

Is it not an outrage upon the eternal fitness 
of things that we should call the biggest elephant 
in the world “ Jumbo,” and the smallest orchid 
that ever tried to hide its ugliness behind its 
name the “Chewhoopupangitontothe Yiang- 
stekalamazoololite Alabazan?” It does not 
seem right.— Brooklyn agile. 

THE question of where the Mugwump will 
be next year is now being asked by the organs 
of both parties. It will be authoritatively 
answered by the Mugwumps after next year’s 
nominations have been made.—PAila. Times. 

A Unirep States half-dime of 18c2 is worth 
three dollars, because it is so rare. If it is only 
the scarcity of dimes that makes them valuable, 
any dime would be worth about five hundred 
doilars to some people.— Brooklyn Eagle. 

““VACCINATION BEES” are a popular diver- 
sion along the Canadian border. The person 
who holds the bee—while it is being vaccinated 
—is supposed to wear sheet-iron gloves.—JVor- 
ristown Herald. 

A FOUR-LEGGED girl is on exhibition in a 
Philadelphia museum. A fore-handed girl is 
preferable—but not for exhibition purposes.— 
Norristown Herald, 

A FRIEND indeed is one who is not in need. 
sone Chicago Ledger. 
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A setting hen.— Lowe// Courier. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout aid b heum: atic Remedy, 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 Pills. At all dr: ggists’. 303 





ADVERTISERS can learn the cost of any proposed line of 
Advertising at Geo. P. Rowell & Co.’s Newspaper Advertisin, 
Bureau, 10 Spruce St., N. Y. Send roc. for a 100-page pamphlet. 








Christmas Double Numbers of 


THE LONDON CRAPHIC, 


The a News, 
AND 
HOLLY LEAVE 


each with beautiful colored engravings, will “ pals lished early in 
December, in this country and abroad simultaneously. 


PRICE 50 CENTS EACH. 


LE FIGARO ILLUSTRE, 


embodying work of celebrated Parisian artists, and of superi: 
cellence, will also app ar early in December. 


$1.25 PER COPY. 34 
OF ALL NEWSDEALEKS,. ORDER NOW. 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS CO., NEW YORK. 


its CAUSES and CURE, by one who 

was deaf twenty-eight years. Treated by MOst « “sg 

the noted specialists of the day with no bene 
CurED Hms¥ LF in three months, and since then hundreds of others 
by same process. A plain, simple and sue a e  -. home treatment 


Address » 


.P 
128 Esst Doth nt, New York City. 


rT ex- 





326 





AMERICAN 


BON MARCHE. 


For the next Sixty Days I am able to offer unusual induce, 
meuts in 


A \ A 
TETE-A-TETE SETS, 
DESSERT SETS, 
ICE CREAM SETS, 
CAME AND FISH _— 
TEA SETS 

Have also a large assortment of Bric-a-Brac, wh ich | is 
unexceiled, from all parts of Europe as well as Japan 

My hneof Parlor Lamps contains many new and beauti- 
ful styles, which are sold cheaper than elsewhere 
Enameled and Gilt! Dinner ‘Sets, from $25.00 
Toilet Sets, 3.00 


M. BE. E. NEUMANN, 
38 West 23rd Street, New York City. 


Elgin watch, $5.00; 
j [ elegant illustrated L Y 
catalogue 2 cents. 32 


WILLIAM WILLIAMS, 122 Halsted Street, Chicago. 
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ALL GOODS GUARANTEED FIRST-CLASS! | 
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“ Superior to any other published.” —Phila. Ev. Cadi. 


HONETIC SHORTHAND 81:59. Sie: » 


struction by Mail $6. 
W. W. OSGOODBY, 


Pub., Rochester, N.Y. ‘FOR SELF-INSTRUCTION, 


"Circulars, Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 337 





Gen. Grant’s Memoirs, 7G7eeger 


Write for Particulars to Appomattox, Box 446, St. Louis, Mo. 


HANNIGAN & BOUILLUN, 


245 Grand Street, near Bowery, N. Y.., 
AND 


721 Broad Street, Newark, N. J. 


OUR HOUSE is NOTED 1 not only ALL OVER 
THE CITY, but also THROUGH THE STATES, 
for giving EXTRAORDINARY GOOD VALUL 
This FALL we have SURPASSED OUR- 
SELVES in both STOCK and PRICES. The 
WONDER of the Ladies, after inspecting our va- 
rious Departments, is how such MAGNIFICENT 
GOODS can be offered forso LOW PRICES. We 
have the LARGEST STOCK and latest NOVEL- 
TIES in SACQUES, WRAPS, DOLMANS, LA- 
DIES’ and MISSES’ NEWMARKETS and HA- 
VELOCKS, etc. ELEGANT GARMENTS in 
the LATEST STYLES, at prices FAR BELOW 
what is asked at other houses. 

In our SILK, VELVET, PLUSH, DRESS 
GOODS, MOURNING GOODS, DOMESTIC and 
HOSIERY DEPARTMENTS will be found an 
UNUSUAL DISPLAY of the MOST FASHION- 
ABLE GOODS, at figures AWAY BELOW cur- 
rent prices. Our beautifully 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


for FALL and WINTER sent free, on applica- 
tion, to persons living at a distance from the city 


HANNIGAN & BOUILLON, 


245 GRAND STREET, N. Y., 
FIRST I KY GOODS STORE FROM THE BOWERY, 
AND 721 BROAD STREET, NEWARK, N, J. 340 


On receipt of stamp, will send sam. 
ples of two best se sling, best pay- 
— articles made. Sell at sight in 
every pouse. Men and women agents 


Gas od everywhere. C2" Book Agents Wanted! 
UDLEY & CO.,W18CHEsTN UT S1.,Philadel; hia, Pa, 
— 55 wens 23rd Street. 


1 to 11.—Wonderful Tavleanx and Queue in Wax—Ch ambe r of ore rs 
—Trip round the World in 600 on aay Y Views—Concerts in the Winter 
Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, £0 cents, Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictiy pure, Suitabie 
for presents. Try itonce. 


Address - CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
©. FaSnadison bts Chicago. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. cth and 7th Aves., N. ¥ 
Numbers 9, 10, 2 * and 140 of the English Puck wi?! 
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be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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OFFICE OF PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK ONE BEAUTY OF OUR PENAL SYSTEM. 


We Send our Swell Criminals to Jail, and their Happy Families Settle in the Neighborhood of the Prison, and Live Royally on the 
Unrestored Plunder. Honor is Lost, but the “ Boodle’? Remains. 
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MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 





